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planning the wholesale extermination of the Armenians
of that province.

On arrival, de Nogales found himself in command of the
artillery which was to bombard the Christian quarter of
the city, in the centre of which lay the American Mission.
Enver's intention was obvious, but de Nogales was too
shrewd to allow responsibility for massacres to be laid on
him, and he was now travelling back to the capital on
sick leave, expecting to be murdered on the way, for he
had seen things not meant for his eyes.

He was unmindful of his own fate, but took a sports-
manlike interest in ours* Some of his experiences had
seared deep into his sensitive and romantic mind : a mind
curiously at variance with his life. I give one of his stories,
not quite as he told it to me on the journey, but as he
afterwards wrote it more politely in Four Tears Beneath
the Crescent:

" It was not yet midday of June the i8th, 1915 when
we drew rein before Sairt, whose narrow white houses in-
dicated its Babylonian origin. Six minarets, one of them a
leaning tower, stood out like needles of alabaster against
the turquoise Mesopotamian sky. Herds of cattle and
black buffalo were grazing peacefully over the surround-
ing plain, while a group of woolly dromedaries drowsed
about a solitary spring. The momentary sensation of
tranquillity evoked in my troubled spirit was rudely shat-
tered, however, by the atrocious spectacle afforded by a
hill beside the highway.

" The ghastly slope was crowned by thousands of
half-nude and still bleeding corpses, lying in heaps, or
interlaced in death's final embrace. Fathers, brothers,
sons and grandsons lay there as they had fallen under the
bullets and yataghans of the assassins. From more than